PREFACE                                                xlv
claim proudly: "It was I who launched those attacks." That is no
reason why I should discard their criticisms as lacking any substance.
Their criticisms were indeed helpful to me. They led me to remain
even firmer in my own positions. On other occasions, when an
environment prevailed where I might have been led on to forget
myself, their criticisms spurred me to reinforce my Communist
relationships. Thus even those "provocations to anger" were of help
to me.
Inside the Communist Party I have many comrades who continue
to repose faith in me and to extend affection towards me. They
are like the fond mother, overflowing with affection for the loving
son, who, dominated by a cruel husband, still seeks to argue with
the husband on behalf of her son. That like a dutiful wife cherishing
the thali, the mangala sutra, around her neck, they remained
pathivrathas to the majority "leadership" is something that is a matter
of pride even to me. I have never had good relations with Commu-
nists who had wantonly flouted party discipline.
I had known, with pleasure and gratitude, that the doors of the
Communist Party were ever kept open to me. But it is my desire that
those doors should have been kept firmly closed to certain others!
When I say after all these years that the Communist Party, like a
wilful father who irrationally oppresses his offspring, had adopted
very "wrong" positions in regard to several individuals, I should not
be deemed to be engaged in hostile propaganda. I know that this
movement is greater than any single individual.
All right, all right. Let all this rest. My own story too has reached
its intermediate stage. What should be done in the days ahead?
What is the state of our society now? The rest of the world has
overtaken us and has advanced far. Why is it still maintaining close
links with us and subjecting us to various compulsions at the world
level?
Why is it that the soldiers of our freedom struggle, imbued with a
spirit of sacrifice and clarity of intellect, have not come together as
yet with our socialist ideologists to put into shape a new society?
A literary heart agonizes over it and yearns to see the new society
ushered in. The stories that I write are manifestations of my agonized
wailings. Thus, even if I were considered a brashta or an untouchable
in any other field, in the arena of literature I shall stand forth as a
guru, like the chandala whom the Adi Sankaracha^ya encountered.
This is not my desire; it is fate.